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EXTRACTS FROM THE DIASY OF AN 
AETIST. 

BY JACK TUPPER. 



(Continuation of the Reminiscences preceding the 
Diarj.) 

I went on, I say, sprouting vegetables 
with facility. Soon there was no tree 
which I could not characterize at once. I 
combined distant woods, hills, hedge-rows, 
thatched cottages, and haystacks, iu one 
sheet; and felt I had realized a landscape. 

This amused me for some time ; the 
print-copying proceeding, indeed, but as a 
matter of business only : I could set myself 
copies, I thought, and it was irksome. 
Never have I been so grand as I was then ; 
never so happy, but for the print-copying. 
Yet this could not last. Jealousy and a 
wish to be singular soon told me that my 
achievement was of too easy acquirement: 
every one could make landscapes at this 
rale ; and my landscapes were not to be 
every one's. 

This rankled for half a year till the spring 
came. I used to rise early and draw be- 
fore breakfast in spite of the morning frost: 
my prints were before me, "studies of 
trees." I looked from these to the frost- 
trees on the window, and then back to 
mine on the table : for although there was 
no touch characteristic of oak, or elm, or 
beech, yet something, in these frost-trees, 
mysterious and unfathomable ; something 
(notwithstanding their simplicity) less mo- 
notonous than mine, held me to look at 
them. After examining the characteristic 
of their growth, and endeavoring to draw 
them from memory, I found (on comparing 
them) I had failed. I tried, and failed 
again : — was summoned to breakfast ; and 
after breakfast they were gone. The frost 
gave way to the sun : I hated my trees : 
summer trees would soon be here ; and if 
I could fairly get at them and make some 
discovery — something that I could stamp 
"patent" ! I thought of the possi- 
bility of putting the woods in a green- 
house : ten weeks was too long to wait : I 
examined the buds on the apple trees : (my 
trees should not be every body's). The 
buds were very backward. I made three 
mud satyrs, and set them, grinning, on the 
garden-gate. 

And time went with me very wearily. 
There was no gracious sunshine amongst 
bare boughs, no happy singing of birds! 
The clouds, that looked golden and rich 
sometimes before sunset, were absurd, un- 
timely swallows : and how I pitied the but- 
terflies, flying in a world without leaves! 
It was a provokingly dry and fine spring ; 
summer all but trees; very incongruous 
and shocking! The sun might keep his in- 
numerous, minute fingers to himself, and 
not feel amongst my hair when I went to 
the window! I would not go out. My 
trees I disinherited, with their worsted 
leaves, thac no insect could crawl on. The 
ivy growing about the window was better ; 
there were many shades, and many lights, 
and it took many days to copy them. I 
l ooked at these ivy leaves sometimes for 
* See The Oeaion, No. xxxvii., Sept. 12, 1855. 



hours, in a kind of mental maze, and 
thought of taking their portraits as if they 
had been individual landscapes. Here was 
one with a lawn, of dust, intersected by 
paths leading to ledges and outworks, like- 
wise of dust, web-wound and made stub- 
born with beetle-shells — the fortress of an 
absconded spider! And here one grisly- 
spotted phantom reared its back out of 
mildew and damp, its bare ribs the window 
bars of a castle: there was the dragon 
asleep — a coiled and half-formed centipede ! 
What grim twilight within, what a floor, 
and what fuliginous walls ! Should I draw 
out that dragon, and look at its legs? 
There was too much here already, and I 
began to be afraid of a wood. 

No need of waiting now for the leafing 
of the woods : these would employ me till 
the end of the summer, if I only meant to 
finish them, thonght I. I had finished 
them the day beforehand now they looked 
as imperfect as my "tree-studies" in the 
books. Then the trees were brought out, 
and the comparison instituted, then put 
away again ; and for several weeks (with- 
out any "trees" or "ivy"), at the dark 
end of the room, with my knees in a closet, 
I bathed in twelve volumes of Shakspeare. 

But one morning when the closet was 
locked, and I went out into the field, which 
was at the end of our garden, to deliberate 
on the means of bringing Hamlet to life 
again — lying on the grass which, by no 
means strong, yet looked gigantic seen so 
near, I involuntarily exclaimed, "How lush 
and lusty the grass looks !" Now, whether 
there is a secret law which leads us from 
thought to thought, by the suggestions of 
external objects, or whether the unforeseen 
succession of ideas proceeds unconsciously 
from within, I know not; but of this I ara 
certain, that no sooner were the words 
said, than, having taken leave of Prospero's 
Island, and its "lush, lusty grass," for the 
Forest of Arden, I found myself moving 
forthwith (not mentally but bodily) for the 
forest of Sydenham. Remembering my 
sketching apparatus, I turned back as 
hastily, to equip myself with what I thought 
needful — making one omission, however, 
which I found out afterwards. 

Being angry at the affair of the closet, 
and the immuring of Shakspeare, I told no 
one where I was going ; and remember, as 
I walked on, muttering, " Let the door be 
locked ! treachery ! " &c. There is much 
in wrath, certainly, for I covered the sub- 
urban ground (at all times irksome to me) 
with a pleasing rapidity seldom experienced. 
At Dulwich, in a field well known to 
blackberry-hunters, as they pass with their 
sticks and baskets, my wrath dissipated, 
and I looked at a tree — an oak tree. It 
•was apparently as large and old as that I 
had copied in my "studies," something 
like it, but something very different. The 
woods might not boast of .another such : I 
determined at once to attack it. 

Now, assuredly, my father is right: "a 
diary is one's self in a mirror ! " For this, 
like some other events, is down in the note- 
book of memory — soaked in — down so in- 
delibly, that, spite of time, and of confu- 
sion, and of loss, I can look back to the 



entry. Much is gone, meanwhile, for the 
"mind's book" is blotted or torn* we 
write, but, on the written page, cross and 
re-cross; — the writing merges, and the page 
darkens— darkens to unimpressible black- 
ness, with nothing legible at the winding 
up. But yet, thank heaven ! I have white 
space left, and clear characters thereonin a 
fair legible entry. Therefore, it is, I see a 
boy now laying down his folio on the grass, 
and pointing his pencil with a white-handled 
knife — looking at the oak tree, and won- 
dering amongst its branches. Wondering 
at the slow strength of many summers and 
winters, at the inflexible purpose, where 
the mind isthe same for years, the limbs 
pursuing their predetermined path — -each 
year designing the labor of the next ; each 
year fulfilling the promise of the last: 
where the present form seems a sequential 
result, where the ultimate form dares not 
be guessed at! Not a symbol of "one- 
minded purpose" is this boy gazing at, but 
a huge, wondrons, strong, silent, solemn 
creature, working all night long", and 
knowing not of man: an awful king to 
come upon in private, though he never 
look up and discover you ! 

Now the outline of the up-writhed pon- 
derous trunk, on this side rushing sheer out 
of the earth, grasping on that, with bended 
claws: there are lions', eagles', and ele- 
phants' feet, and unwound straining ser- 
pents. These are muffled in grass, but 
above them are wandering pythons, and 
zig-zag water-snakes swimming in the. air ; 
huge : coiled, squamous dragons, and abrupt 
elbows of giants! How was the boy to 
subdue all these, and to bring them home 
upon paper ? Three, four, and five hours, 
and an outline of the trunk was all. 

Now, I observe one thing in all this, 
which I have observed also upon Other oc- 
casions, and not seldom. It is this: though 
the idea, with me, inseparable from this 
long-dreamed of, longed-for adventure, was 
that of making some discovery, of appro- 
priating some secret to myself to advance 
my status, to excel, in fact, my fellows 
(there is no doubt of this ; if I dreamed of 
the woods I dreamed of R. A.) yet no 
vestige of the feeling was left, no fragment 
of the idea present. To look at these 
branches and leaves, to feel that they were 
beautiful or grand, was the end ; copying 
them merely a sequence, a concomitant ac- 
tion. Whether I failed or succeeded it 
mattered little ; there was the tree to look 
at, beautiful and grand, and here were the 
beauty and grandeur within me. Haply 
the impossibility of succeeding, the stand- 
ing on the confines of a mystery, whose 
centre was impenetrable, may have aided 
the impression. Be it as it may, I .did lit- 
tle to obtain my object, I stamped nothing 
patent to myself, and did not so much as 
think of, or wish for the privilege. 

The village clock warned ine off; I took 
my armless trunk under my arm, and went 
home content. There was a calm, self- 
possessed sentiment within me, an inde- 
pendence of the world, and a contempt of 
ambition. So great that when, all at once, 
a loud shout of boys, and a rattle. of pebbles 
from behind, some of which clattered on 
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my buckram cap, reminded me I bad left 
my bat at home, and been " cutting a figure" 
in this my garden dishabille. I was less 
inclined to revenge myself on the urchins 
than to pity their ignorance, and the arti- 
ficialities of the world, I philosophically 
rejoiced that my petty wrath in the morn- 
ing, which led to this hobble, had been 
punished by this petty explosion. It was 
retribution, thought I ; and I went home 
heroically minded to bear the rebuke, mixed 
with sneers, which awaited my unexplained 
absence. 

The question, "what had I achieved," 
was never proposed by myself; and my 
family were ignorant of that day's occupa- 
tion. On going to work the next day, 
however, the question was inevitable, and 
why ? I said I was content ; satisfied with 
the pleasure of seeing nature ; satisfied that 
this was the highest. Need of work, not- 
withstanding, and how work without a 
motive? necessity, not I, asked the ques- 
tion. "Where was the motive?" "What 
had I gained ?" 

All was gained; nothing was to do. 
The storehouse of Nature was open ; the 
gigantic resources visible— visible, but not 
comprehensible, the turning of the infinite 
wheels. Should I make baby-models, my 
eyelids down-dropped on a paltry mockery, 
while turning around me, the real wheels 
called out, " We are wheel within wheel 
for ever ; visible, but not yet seen : no 
man, not if he watch all night, will have 
searched us at the end of his life." " Every 
creature to his office," I said. "Trees 
could reproduce trees; animals, animals: 
then the wheels of nature reciprocate ; 
warmth awakes the winds, winds let out 
the sun-blaze, the sun awakes warmth : 
laboring to do all this, man is a ridiculous 
mimic, his office being elsewhere! Let 
each do what the other cannot ; let me 
wonder at these things, which cannot 
wonder at themselves. 

All this was good, the sophistry was suc- 
cessful, but there was one hitch : where 
was the motive to work ? I concluded with 
a dilemma, I remember, that one or other 
of these facts was most unfortunate, viz. : 
"that man should be required to confine 
himself to one thing," or else, " that he 
should be capable of contemplating many." 
_ I went on very apathetically for some 
time : a sense of necessity constrained me, 
• or I would not have gone on at all. Never- 
theless, I sometimes woke up. A portrait 
I copied (between the infernal tree-torture) 
so much pleased my father that he excused 
the dereliction of duty. This was a 
triumph, at least. 

Some time after, I attempted a portrait 
of my sister so successfully, as to be de- 
spatched (upon the strength of effort) on a 
long-talked of business. It was to copy a 
portrait of my grandfather, the property of 
a friend of ours, and much valued by our 
family as being the only one in existence. 
After some days' labor at it (and meeting 
with the kindest reception), I astonished 
the good old people by carrying away what 
they called "its double," in chalks. One 
point fixes it in memory, not my personal 
success, but the interest it re-awakened in 
art when I saw my father's eyes fill as he 
looked at it — a grandfather, dead, might 
not re-produce himself, and I had done this 
to the delight of my father. Mptive was 
resuscitated, and I worked with spirit. 



My old tutor and patron began to feel him- 
self out of his depth, and talked to an artist 
about me. He was a tall, thin man, six 
feet high, who twisted his nose from side 
to side as he talked through it, scattering 
the sounds broadcast. He lectured me on 
the importance of casts ; told me " what I 
had done was very well, but g-wrowg ; 
that I must g-congfine myself to casts, and 
not think of g-nature." (I register my in- 
stinctive distaste for the man in the 
mockery I then indulged in.) 

As the Reminiscences advance toward the regular 
Diary, and acquire more artistic interest and value, we 
have less scruple in giving them nearly at length. They 
are more to our purpose, in fact, as being points where- 
on memory has rested, to the exclusion of that diurnal 
monotony, which it will be our business to suppress 
when we arrive at the Diary itself: that is, so far as 
consists with the virtual integrity of the work. Dates, 
therefore (of which we have had none as yet) will be 
always quoted from the Diary as indispensable expo- 
nents of progress, however uninteresting in other re- 
spects. J. T. 



SOMAN RENAISSANCE. 
(Continued."). 

It is not the form of this architecture 
against which I would plead. Its defects 
are shared by many of the noblest forms of 
earlier building, and might have been en- 
tirely attoned for by excellence of spirit. 
But it is the moral nature of it which is 
corrupt, and which it must, therefore, be 
our principal business to examine and ex- 
pose. 

The moral or immoral elements which 
unite to form the spirit of Central Renais- 
sance architecture are, I believe, in the 
main, two. Pride and Infidelity ; but the 
pride resolves itself into three main 
branches, — Pride of Science, Pride of State, 
and Pride of System; and thus we have 
four separate mutual conditions, which 
must be examined successively : 

1. Pride of Science. — It would have 
been more charitable, but more confusing, 
to have added another element to our list, 
namely, the Love of Science ; but the love 
is included in the pride, and is usually so 
very subordinate an element, that it does 
not deserve equality of nomenclature. But 
whether pursued in pride or in affection 
(how far by either we shall see presently), 
the first notable characteristic of the Re- 
naissance Central school is its introduction 
of accurate knowledge into all its work, so 
far as it possesses such knowledge ; and 
its evident conviction, that such science is 
necessary to the excellence of the work, 
and is the first thing to be expressed there- 
in. So that all the forms introduced, even 
in its minor ornament, are studied with the 
utmost care; the anatomy of all animal 
structure is thoroughly understood and 
elaborately expressed, and the whole of 
the execution skillful and practised in the 
highest degree. Perspective, linear and 
aerial, perfect drawing, and accurate light 
and shade in painting, and true anatomy in 
all representations of the human form, 
drawn or sculptured, are the first require- 
ments in all the works of this school. 

Now, first considering all this in the most 
charitable light, as pursued from a real love 
of truth, and not from vanity, it would, of 
course, have been all excellent and admir- 
able, had it been regarded as the aid of 



art, and not as its essence. But the grand 
mistake of the Renaissance schools lay in 
supposing that science and art were the 
same things, and that to advance in the one 
was necessarily to perfect the other. 
Whereas they are, in reality, things not 
only different, but so opposed, that to ad- 
vance in the one is, in ninety-nine cases out 
of the hundred, to retrograde in the other. 
This is the point to which I would at pre- 
sent especially bespeak the reader's atten- 
tion. 

Science and art are commonly distin- 
guished by the nature of their actions ; the 
one as knowing, the other as changing, pro- 
ducing, or creating. But there is a still 
more important distinction in the nature 
of things they deal with. Science deals 
exclusively with things as they are in them- 
selves; and art exclusively with things as 
they affect the human senses and human 
soul. Her work is to portray the appear- 
ance of things, and to deepen the natural 
impressions which they produce upon living 
creatures. The work of science is to sub- 
stitute facts for appearances, and demon- 
strations for impressions. Both, observe, 
are equally concerned with truth ; the one 
with truth of aspect, the other with truth 
of essence. Art does not represent things 
falsely, but truly as they appear to man- 
kind. Science studies the relations of 
things to each other; but art studies only 
their relations to man ; and it requires of 
every thing which is submitted to it im- 
peratively this, and only this, — what that 
thing is to the human eyes and human 
heart, what it has to say to men, and what 
it can become to them ; a field of question 
just as much vaster than that of science, as 
the soul is larger than the material creation. 

Take a single instance. Science informs 
us that the sun is ninety-five millions of 
miles distant from, and 111 times broader 
than, the earth ; that we and all the planets 
revolve around it ; and that it revolves on 
its own axis in 25 days 14 hours and 4 
minutes. With all this art has nothing 
whatsoever to do. It has no care to know 
anything of this kind. But the things 
which it does care to know, are these : that 
in the heavens God has set a tabernacle for 
the sun, " which is as a bridegroom corning 
out of his chamber, and rejoiceth as a 
strong man to run a race. His going forth 
is from the end of the heaven, and his cir- 
cuit unto the end of it; and there is nothing 
hid from the heat thereof." 

This, then, being the kind of truth with 
which art is exclusively concerned, how is 
such truth as this to be ascertained and 
accumulated ? Evidently, and only, by per- 
ception and feeling. Never either by rea- 
soning or report. Nothing must come 
between nature and the artist's sight ; 
nothing between God and the artist's soul. 
Neither calculation nor hearsay, — be it the 
most subtle of calculations, or the wisest 
of sayings, — may be allowed to come be- 
tween the universe and the witness which 
art bears to its visible nature. The whole 
value of that witness depends on its being 
eye- witness ; the whole genuineness, accept- 
ableness, and dominion of it, depend on the 
personal assurance of the man who utters 
it. All his victory depends on the veracity 
of the one preceding word, " Vidi." 

The whole function of the artist in the 
world is to be a seeing and feeling creature ; 
to be an instrument of such tenderness and 



